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This memory is a wound... 
cruel to my heart, 

which sometimes...in memory’ s 
ebb, seems it might begin 

to heal. 


thing. 
day O now relate and 
wound is opened anew. 


Stinging raw Gike O stand 
bleeding under brine. 


9 relate detai oe onts that 


Some of the daring and wonderful 
feats that Brian performed almost 
daily in his nole as the Sheriff of 


Opal City. 


Or the time he, his old friend Bat 
Lash and Greg Saunders (a visitor 
from his future...1941) worked 
en to defeat the Dron 
of thansplanted 


G sit, quill quivering slightdy 
in my grasp and a 
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rm 














Dt was 1899. 
es December. With 
Chiistmas now Qeftovers 
and children’s toys 
already broken. 












The sky was Caden with 
the broken promise of snow. 


And the new century 
dawned. 













He was tired. He felt it would 
soon be time to hang up this sheriff's 
stan. 









Although 9 doubt he'd have 
selected | the manner in which 
this came to pass. 











A Tale of Times Past - 1899 - The Scalphunter Years: 


HIS DEATH AND THE D OF IT. 
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Therein was Brian's 
problem that day. 


The one foremost in his 
mind, anyway... 





His men were a 
vatied Oot... 


GOOD MAN CRACKERTACK 
rf an IARKSMAN. 


SURVEILLANCE. PATIENCE MW 
OF AN APACHE. THOLIGH 
A MITE SHORT 0’ 


GOOD-HEARTED. 
BUT NONE TOO 
BRIGHT. 





A BRAVE ONE, TOO. 
BUT OLP. HELL, 
SHOULDA RETIRED 
THE COOT ‘FORE 

Ww. 








E ‘CEPT YOUNG CARNY 
O'DARE, O’ COURSE. AIN'T 
GOT THE YEARS ON IM. 











a danced up to the city, 
still the tease. a 


aa She clouds 


were Qilae. 














Dagon 
Mawille was 
wealthy and 
stupid. 


No longer young. For it was 
Cong since o et met him in 82. 
The intervening years had given 
him Gitte wisdom. 


FD imagine him, palms and groin 
sweaty with 
prepared for his 


At least if his 
diary is to be 


belie 


wed... 


rr 
flsbpe olbemdny oc 
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Another day... On Rue Du Lae, one A problem 
and cnotler of the nicer streets in e morality. T THINK YOU KNOW, 
problem presented very, very, Very nice i 

itsel} to Brian part of Opal. 
Savage. 


MR. ARBUTHNOT. 
integrity. FROM WHAT I BEEN 
60. TOLD, YOU KNOW 
YOUVE COME ee: 
TO ME. 
WHY? 











THREE STOREOWNERS COME TO ME. THE LAST THEY SAID YOU'D ASKED THEM TO TAKE THE 

THREE IN AN AREA OF OPAL WHERE OTHER OWNERS AMOUNT OFFERED AND LEAVE. THEY SAID THAT YOU 

HAVE ALL SOLD THEIR SHOPS. THESE THREE ARE THE MADE THE REQUESTAS MORE OF A THREAT, AS TO 
LAST, AND THEY ANY So NELINER TO Pick uP WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN IF/N THEY DIDN'T. 
Ni Ee = 

















THE OFFER IN! y THREE WORDS 
T MADE Oh oeeeeep AGAINST YOUR ONE: 
THEM WAS THEM ALL THE ‘AND IF SOME 
GENEROUS. GOLP IN FRISZO. UNFORETOLP MALADY 
MAN DOESN'T OCCURRED TO ONE O’ 
TAKE THAT OFFER, IT'S THEM STOREOWNERS.,. 
UP TO HIM, FAR AS ME«., CALL ME ERAZY, 
T SEE IT. BUT I'D SAY THAT 
IT's : CONFIRMED THEIR 
THEIR WORD CLAIMS. 


AGAINST 
MINE. 









WHAT DO YOU KNOW 
OF THE THESDAY CLUB, 
SHERIFF? 


ODD WHISPER IN MY TIME. OPP 





OH, I AIN'T THE DOPE I MIGHT 
APPEAR TO SOME. I HEARD THE Z 





BEING THE TERM L'DUSE TO 
DESCRIBE A LOT OF WHAT I HEARD, 
TOO. YOU A MEMBER? 


ASOCIAL CLUB. RICH 
FELLAS SUCH AS YOURSELF. 
LOT OF BACK SCRATCHING. 
YOU HAVE AN INTEREST IN 
SPOOKY STUFF, TOO. 


AND A SIMPLE FELLOW LIKE 
YOURSELF WOULD, I’M SURE, 


IND SUCH A TOPIC 
RIDICULOUS. 


I'VE 
SEEN A GOOD FEW 
THINGS IN MY TIME. I ONCE 
RODE ALONGSIDE A PARK GUN 
NAME 0’ EL PIABLO. NOT 
MUCH OF A TALKER, BUT A 
MEAN SHOT. 


MAGIC AND SUCH. 


ME AND HIM FOUGHT 
US ATRICKSTER SPIRIT 
AN’ SOME NIGHTWALKERS. 


THAT ALONE WOULPA BEEN. 
ENOUGH, I NEVER WOULDA 
DOUBTED MAGICAL 
NOTIONS AGAIN. 








YOU ADD IN 
MY UPBRINGING, 
THE STUFF IT 
HEARD AND SEEN... 
CONTURED BY 
MY TRIBE'S: 
SHAMAN... 


ANSWER ME THIS: 

HOW LONG'S THE 

TUESDAY CLUB BEEN 
IN OPAL? 


AFTER THAT, 
HELL, You TOL? 
ME YOU SAW MY 

DEAD PADDY 
MATTHEW, I'D 

BELIEVE IT. 


SINCE ITS 
NAMING. BEFORE 
IT, EVEN. BACK WHEN 
IT.WAS A TOWNSHIP,... 
PURITAN MAINLY... 
KNOWN AS PORT 
OF SOULS. 


$0, YOU'RE 
NOT SUCH THE 
SIMPLE FELLOW. 

THAT'S RE- 

ASSURING- 





OW. LIKET 


ANP YOU FELLAS 
OF PRIVILEGE 
BEEN FEATHERING 
YOUR NESTS 
‘THE WHOLE 
WHILE. 


MEN OF 
PRIVILEGE 
QUICKLY LEARN 


ANP THE 
MAGIC? 


SAY, I'M 
SMART ENOUGH 
TO LIVE’N 

LET BE... 


+ OF COURSE, THAT 
BEING, I LIKE THOSE I'M 
LETTIN’ BE TO DO 
THE SAME. 


WHY FORE 
THE HARD SELL 
ON THEM STORE - 


IT's oe OWNERS? 


(oO BE 
HOARDED. 


WE BELIEVE 
OUR FORTUNE IS 
THE BOUNTY OF OUR 
REVERENCE FOR 
CERTAIN PARK LORPS 
OF THE NETHERWORLP, 
IT'S AS SIMPLE 
























THE AREA OF OPAL WHERE THEIR PREMISES 
RESIDE... THE TUESDAY CLUB HAVE INVESTED 
CONSIDERABLE SUMS IN PEYELOPING IT. THE 
CITY GROWS. THERE AREN'T THE HOTELS. WE 

WOULD BUILD THE GREATEST, GRANDEST 

SUCH PLACE. 


BUT YOU NEED 
THOSE THREE FINAL 
GUYS TO SELL? 


AS I'VE SAID, 
THE PRICE WE 
OFFERED THEM 
WAS MORE THAN 
FAIR. 





AND ASI 
SAID, YOU 
GOTTA LIVE’N 
LET Be, IF’N THEY 
DECIPE THAT, 
DESPITE THE 
GENEROSITY OF YOUR 
OFFER, THEY’ RE 
STAYIN’ PUT. 
























THAT ISN'T 
ACCEPTABLE, 
I’M AFRAID. 

























WHAT IF THE TUESDAY CLUB 
MADE YOU A GESTURE OF THEIR 
APPRECIATION FOR YOUR YEARS 

OF SERVICE? A LARGE SUM 
OF MONEY... 


‘COURSE, IF IT WASA 
BRIBE INSTEAD OF A 
GIFT, IP THROW IT RIGHT 
BACK IN YOUR FACE. 


L DON'T 
SUPPOSE... YOU 


G THE 
AREN'T THE AGE TUESDAY CLUB IS 













you WERE... A POWERFUL ORGANIZA- 
erent cee TION, SHERIFF. We 
RETIREMENT. POWERFUL 





ARMS. 





WHY, 
I'D TAKE IT AND 
THANK YOU. I 
AIN'T A FOOL. 














OH, I'LL TELL THEM, ZEBIRE. 
AND PERHAPS WE'LL HAVE 

A FEW WORDS IN 
RETURN. 


THAT SO? WELL, I'M THE LAW AND I GOTA BIG AND 
POWERFUL GUN. YOU STUFFED SUITS TRY ANY STUNT I 
DECIDE |S A SHADE LIBERTINE, I'M INCLINED To GIVE 

YOU A WHIFF OF MY GUNPOWDER. 











IF’N YO! 
DO, PONT cae 
TO HEAR 


YOU GOT ME ? YOU TELL 
YOUR TUESDAY CLUB THAT’S 
THE WORD OF BRIAN 
SAVAGE. 








Brian 
Savage 
had been 
quick to 


Once On his youth. Back 
upon when there were 
a time. duels in the sun 
and presidents’ 
Vac ieeiea Gives to save. 


Now, he acted slower. We 
argued it was a gaining of reason. 
Some might have seen it as an 
older man acting as such. 


The Tuesday 
Cub, on the 


other hand... 


URE 
DO, CARNY. 
I SURELY 

Do. 


THE STORE- 
OWNERS. THE 
ONES THE TUESDAY 


cLuUB 
THREATENED. 


brane To 

ME LIKE THEIR 

THREATS BECAME 
PROMISES. 





REACHING AS ARBUTHNOT 

IMPLIED, WE COULD HAVE US 

A LOT OF WORK, SORTING 
OUT WHO DID WHAT. 


g 


malice. 





What bothered him...what troubled him with why hadn't he known? Had his instincts 
see him so? 


“Had age taken 
his edge’ 


each kick and blow upon him was the thought... Why hadn’t he sensed 
these men? 


Was he now 
ike other 
men? 





YOU WANNA YOU FORGET THE 
GET IN MY GOOD PART OF THIS ‘BOUT 
BOOKS, O'DARE? HOW THEM TWO, 
ANYTHING A SIDEWINDED ME. 

yOu ASK, 
SHERIFF. 


YOU FORGET 
HOW I WEREN'T 
READY. 


DUMB MUSCLE. PAID 
BY THE SAME BASTARDS 
KILLED THEM SHOP- 
KEEPERS, I BET. 











WE'LL GET THE 
BOYS TOGETHER y} 
FOR THIS AND-- 47 
OM 
yillidisly 
I SEE @ 


IT. AIN'T 
THAT OLD, 


Ero 


Ky 





Gl quickness 
greased with 
malice. 





THEY WERE ALL HERE. 
MAYBE THOUGHT THEY'D GET 
US, TOO. 





No. 
SECRETS 
OR LIES! 


I WAS RAISED 
BY INDIANS. BELIEVE 
YOU ME, THERE ARE 
WAYS OF DYING 
AND WAYS OF 
DYING. 


YOu 
bi) NT SLOW 









































depending on who relates nainie fine burning fiercely 
Whit Moveds: events to Yyouit was is dail in me Hels and “me far away 
day in the history of Opal from the wide-open plaine where 
a. City...on its brightest hour. it first sparked to Cife. 


Far away and 
ong ago. 


i [Bitieedscw._f cult Suid men who had walked the | Patagaaree ie A TR pious. Perhaps 
Pe ai cobblestones as uptight citigens. a | Patagaaree ie cuperion. 


TR Ae IM. 
\ 4 % ah gui 
(/ \ . 
——<—_ x 


Today, fear at the an Fi Tou ap 
turned them into crying fools. 


There was one, one so new to the club's auspices 
however... Anbuthnot didn’t think to mention 


him. 


.and like the 
coward he was, 
he hid, hating 
all the while. 


Jason Mawille. So 
happ 
newly 


rjoyed to be 
inducted... 





When it was over, he adjourned to Macy Lynn's, 
hig favorite saloon, where he awaited whatever 
those in authority above him 

might decide. 


THIS HERE PAPER 
STATES YOU ACTED UNDER 
MY ORDERS, O' DARE. THIS’LL 
GET YOU OFF ANY BLAME, IF/N 
TERE ee To BE 
D. 


L DON'T CARE, 
SHERIFF. I'M 
PROUD OF WHAT 

Ipip. 


r I'M PROUD 
WE FOUGHT 
TOGETHER. 


BETTER THAN 4 

I EVER THOUGHT. I GREW SOME 

I TOOK YOU FOR TONIGHT, SHERIFF. 
TOO YOUNG. < “ 


« 


ww YOU'REA 
GOOD MAN. 


vee MY DAYS OF 
EARING THE BADGE 
ARE OVER AND-- 





YOU TOOK MY 
DREAM, I TOOK 
YOUR LI-- 


ish 9 had been the 
t have had May 


But D suppose it’s apt 
that one Qawman avenged 
the other. 








GOODBYE, OLD was summoned to Savage 


FRIEND. as he Say dytng...whtle 
outside of 


\N_- MY MOMENT OF PASSING, I SEE , K ; 
BEYOND THIS LIFE. I SEE ANOTHER Those who heard this NE, shape. © 
T/VE YET TO HAVE. thought it the ramblings u HOOK FORWARD 
of a dying man. : MONEY AT CARDS 
ME, THE HERO AGAIN. 'N YOU'N ME 
OF THIS CITY AGAIN. HAVING A QUIET DRINK 
A BIGGER CITY INA ANE TAEING or 
S ‘ DIFFERENT WAYS. 


BOY.,, CARNY,,. I SEE YOUR 


FUTURE, TOO. YOU'LL DO 
FINE... you AND 


OUT OF TOWN, ON 

MY FARM. WILD LIKE 

HIS DADDY. STEVE'S 
TEL 


And after that... 


After that, Brian Savage, who 
quite base might have teat the 
gallows for his night of retribution... 


The tiuth...the Tuesday Club 
and its close association 
with the city...was too much 
¢ a. political hornets’ nest. 

0 the clubmen Savage killed 
were branded as simple 
vidlaine to a man. 


And Brian Savage, Sealphunter, 
got a street named after him. 


| 


Canny ©’ Dane grew. 


Fe was the Caw in Opal through 


the beginning of the city’s great 
| expansion... 


...when the tite of “sheniff” was abolished 
in favor of the more metropolitan 
chief-of-police” .. 





} ...a job that no doubt would have been 
his had he not died the hero, guns blasting, 
in the “Giege of Garlic Lane.” 


But that is another 
sad, sad story. 


And the one 9've told this night 
was sad enough. 





DY=y-[elant-]amaclele 


“THIS 1S WHAT 
SOME 
LOOKS LIKE” .- ie 





we 


